FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
and our Leicas, But a grand palaver was held. Peter
announced that he was now at home, in his own land, and
that contracts would have to be kept. We would leave next
day with our five ponies and were not going to concern our-
selves with the animals carrying the bales. The telegraph
clerk translated our English words into Burushaski and one of
the natives then passed them on in Turki to the men.
The rest-house was delightful, small, with white walls
which owed their imitation frescoes to the Citroen Expedi-
tion. I admired the profiles of lacovleff and Hackin which
neighboured gastronomic mottoes in old French and still-life
studies of all the vegetables unknown at Misgar. The com-
bination of those three elements was a surprise and a greater
stir for me than for Peter. He did not like vegetables, French
was not his mother tongue, and he had not met the members
of La Croisiire Jaune.
Baltit, the Hunza capital, was only four days' inarch away.
In our closed-in valley, the cliffs, against which the dark
waters lashed furiously, opened out here and there. Then
cones of alluvium pressed their way through and out of
them some few tenacious natives had, by means of irrigation,
created oases. At Gircha the roofs of the houses were of a
brilliant orange, for they were covered with drying apricots.
The angles of the roofs were adorned with ibex horns. I like
to think that in those mountains the men become peerless
climbers.
Our path itself, the Gilgit "road," was the roughest
imaginable. Happily, the river was crossed by a cantilever
bridge, but for most of the way the road corkscrewed up-
wards, or hung like a balcony on the face of a cliff, or tumbled
down amongst the boulders to one of the rare stretches of
river-bank. We got on only very slowly through that deep
fissure.
On the second day we had a local guide who came armed
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